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seemed to beckon with almost irresistible abandon.
He sedulously avoided passing by her garden. He
prayed, he wrote^ lie studied, he recited long passages
of dry-as-dust wisdom; but for all the battlements he
set about him, he felt that they were palled down
over and over agriin by the white hands of s< Precious
Jade". Her hands, her smile, her laughter, made
for his defeat.

At length San-Lang, having grown thin and
absent-minded in his vain attempt to still the voice
of love, decided to take up his abode in a mountain
temple. Flight not only seemed inevitable, but his
only chance of escaping from the persistent call of
Pao-Yu.

A month later San-Lang climbed a certain mount-
ain, followed by perspiring attendants carrying a
library of books.

Kno, the priest of the White Beer Temple, greeted
San-Lang with approval. Kuo served the Gods only
that he might the better serve himself. He could
pull a long face over the sorrow of others, but its
length and awful solemnity entirely depended upon
the fees that fell into his claw-like hand.

" You wish to stay here ? " inquired Kuo.

" Yes,^ replied San-Lang, eyeing the priest sharply.
" It is a filthy temple, where the Grods are sadly in
need of fresh garments, but 'twill serve."

i( Ay, "'twill serve," murmured the priest. (e The
air is pure, the view incomparable, and, for a scholar